



T he fecondpart of Henry the foui th^ 
continuing to bis death , and coro - 

nation of Henry the 

fift. 


Enter Tumour painted full of Tongues. 

Pen your earesjfor which of you will Pop 
The vent of hearing, when low'd Rumorfpeaks? 
I from the Orient to the drooping Weft, 
(Making the wind my pofte-horie)ftill vnfold 
The acts commenced on this ball of earth. 




I fpeakc of peace while couert enmity, 

Vnder the fmile of lafety, woundes the w r orld: 

And who but Rumor,who but onely I, 

Make fearefuli mufters,and prepar'd defence, 

Whiles the bigge veare,fwolne with fome other griefc. 
Is thought with child by the fterne tyrant Warre? 

And no fuch matter.Rumour is a pipe, 

Blowne by furmizes.Iealoufies conjectures. 

And offo eafie, and fo plaine a ftop, 

That the blunt monfter,with vneounted heads. 

The ftill difeordantwau ring multitude. 

Can play vpon it. But what need I thus 
(My wel knowne body)toan©thomize 
Among my houlhold? why is Rumor here? 
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